FRONTISPIECE

Some time ago, my son Peter gave me a book called Love Takes you Home,
by Julie Capaldo. To best explain why I have decided to share the family
recipes that were together in a folder in my Mother's kitchen, I'll quote from
the back cover of this book: “The ingredients of Grace Sabato’s life are an
extraordinary mixture of love, magic, music and myth...and food, always food.

Her childhood senses are infused with the pungent odours of garlic, espresso

and baccala...”

And when I looked through this folder it wasn't music and myth, or garlic and
espresso that came to mind, but childhood memories of the people who had
written out their recipes in their own hand, and the food we shared back then.
It seemed to me that a lot of the family history was contained in these
spattered, stained pages and that family members would be as entertained as
I was.

My original thought was simply to photocopy the pieces of paper and put them
together with a photo of the person who had handed on their recipe. But in
looking through an old folder of mine I came across some pieces of writing

that for me brought the personality of the writer clearly into focus. So I wanted
to share those too. There are Connie's lovely letters to my son Peter, Joan's
delightful poems, a piece written by my Mother and another written about her.

Reading Grannie Helen's recipe for fruit cake brought back a clear memory of
her sitting at the kitchen table at Congdon Street making Christmas cakes for
example. Great Aunt Joan's recipe reminds me of the Martins, their home

and all the wondrous things it contained.

And then you will have your memories too. So the problem then was where to
stop with the memorabilia. I have put this collection together on to a CD, so
that everyone can make their own additions.

With love,

Judy Hall
June, 2006
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Constance Lodge (known as ‘Gag’ by her grandchildren)

This is where this recipe journey began - with her gift to my
mother of a recipe book. Her inscription on the first page is
included and also two of her recipes.

Helen Hall - Gag's daughter, and my grandmother

Her speciality was wedding and Christmas cakes.

Joan Martin - Granny Helen's sister, and my great aunt

My memories are more of the house at Broome Street, Cottesloe
(no longer standing), and its wonderful owners, but I do have
two of her recipes.

Norman Martin - husband of Joan, and my great uncle

No recipes, just information on his fishing expeditions, their
trip back to the U.K. and Joan Salom's piece written for their
Diamond wedding anniversary.

Margaret Wilson - Granny Helen's daughter and my mother

My Mother's specialties were date and walnut loaves,

peanut biscuits and sponge cakes (see Constance Lodge for
the recipe she used). The date and walnut loaf recipe came
from Pat Robertson, daughter of Joan and Norman Martin.

Constance Berryman - my Mother’s sister and my aunt
Afgan biscuits and shortbread, as well as devilled chicken are
the things I remember.

Joan Salom - my Mother’s sister and my aunt

Joan was well known for her Stained Glass Window Cake and little
cakes called Powder Puffs.

I have included a selection of pieces written about, or by, my Mother
and her sisters. I want to give my grandchildren a sense of the people
they didn’t have the opportunity to know.



CONSTANCE LODGE (NEE LEAKE)
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This is the inscription in the front of the recipe book that Constance
Lodge (Gag) gave to my mother for her seventeenth birthday

This recipe was the one used by Mrs. T. Se Lodge (nee Connie
Leake) of "Strelly"” Busselton. She lived 1860-1939.

Beat separately the whites and yolks of three eggs until very
stiff. Boil one cup of sugar with four tablespoons of water
until it "strings". Put yolks and whites together and pur

in the hot syrup snd beat until lukewarm. Stir in ome cup of
plain flour which has been warmed and sifted and bake in a
moderate .ven for about an hour. '

Grease @ tin and shake sugar on it - this mekes the crust
~erisp and delicious.




Granny Helen's Recipe

Judy's 1 8t2| Birthday Cake
an
Wedding Cake
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My Eighteenth Birthday 14 March 1956

e —

I have clear memories of these cakes being made. Granny was precise. She would
weigh the eggs, measure the flour, sift it three times, and chop everything minutely
The cakes would be professionally iced by an outside expert.

The wedding cake was five separate square cakes, four in each corner of the board,
the fifth raised on pillars. The centre piece was a small white vase with fresh
flowers. Two cakes were cut up at the reception; two went to the parents; we took
the last and greedily ate it within a year.

Our Wedding 26 November 1959




Granny Helen at 21




JOAN AND NORMAN MARTIN

Aunt Joan's Wedding

THE WEST AUSTRAITIAN SATURDAY JUNE 9 1973

Uncle Norman with his
two favourite fishing rods.
The smaller one was
bought in Scotland in 1903.

Aunt Joan and Judy outside
the Broome St. house




Composed by Joan Salom for Aunt Joan and Uncle
Norman Martin on their Diamond Wedding Anniversary,
2th April, 1973.

Today you should weigh in diamonds -
Jubilee rare but true!

Have a chariot drawn by unicorns
Each hoof with a silver shoe.

And a golden path with petals strewn,
Sweet as your own good deeds,

With clusters of stars to light your way
Lofted on ruby leads.

Though the road of Life's not quite like that
Magic still binds two dears:

You plighted your troth and kept that pledge
These Sixty Splendid Years!

(AUNT JOAN MARTIN) 54 g g
oZe S.R. our : Rub butter into floury add"other
50ze Butter : ingredients, Wix water & e
doz.Bugar ; ‘ Makes~ a2 soft doughs Cut in
4oz, Mixed Fruit circlessy Cook as ‘bimuitn
-1 vgg, nutmeg and amlittla lﬂttt; .Sprinkle with_castor suger. -

Aunt got thie recipe from our cousin, Rose Henderson, nee Adam, of Weles.




Extracts from The West Australian dated 9th June, 1973

This was an interview with Norman Martin by Ross Cusack and titled:

A Compleat Angler

'The ever-present sense of humour bubbled over again as Norman Martin describe how he
used to fish with the much-loved Jimmy Mitchell, former Premier and Governor.

'Norman - he is 91 years old now - and Jimmy Mitch used to fish all night on the Busselton
jetty, and the great man always wore a blue suit and had a habit of wiping his fishy hands
down the front of it...

'Until he retired in 1941, Norman was a records and correspondence clerk in the Department
of Agriculture, and it seemed only natural for him to keep a detailed record of all his fishing
experiences.

'In the ten years between 1942 and 1952 he caught 7,225 fish with a rod from the Cottesloe
jetty and another 14,765 on handlines from a dinghy off south Cottesloe...

'Finally a kaleidoscope of incidents recalled over 70 years:

. Aloud-mouthed bully cut a woman's line after she had cast over him on the Cottesloe jetty.
A one-eyed man protested gallantly, and the bully knocked him unconscious. Norman and
three mates grabbed the bully and dangled him over the side of the jetty until he pleaded
for his life, screaming that he couldn't swim.

. At Nornalup a woman hooked a fish, wound it right up to the rod tip, and

asked helplessly: "What will I do now?" A companion quipped: "climb up the rod and cut
his throat."

. Nine years ago when he was 82, Norman went for an involuntary swim off the end of the
Busselton jetty. He was fishing for garfish and was alarmed to see a shunting locomotive
bearing down on him. There was only one way he could go and after he was rescued the
loco crew sat him up near the firebox to help him to dry out and get warm. They wanted to
take him to hospital, but Norman would have none of it. He went back to the end of the
jetty and caught another ten garfish.

. A day on the Cottesloe jetty in the 1920s when a big tiger shark attacked a man in the
shallows and the victim bled to death on the beach. Norman remembers trying to shepherd
his two sons away out of sight. He recalls that the man was closer to the beach than several
other swimmers yet the shark came right in for him.

'His farewell comment was typical: "Whatever you put in the paper I won't deny it because
I'm too old for them to call me a liar."



DAUGHTERS OF PIONEERS

CONNIE BERRYMAN
MARGARET WILSON
JOAN SALOM

Marg, Joan and Con at Joan's flat



CONNIE'S RECIPES
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AFGANS (CoBoBERRYVAN) |
4ozss Butter 20zss Corn Flekes Cream Buttsr &-Sugar, add"

- 30Zss Brown Sugar .~ ;ggg' egg and thenTest of ingred-
1 Tablespoon Cocoa Pinch of Salt. imnts, Place in small™ .
Tozse S.ReFlour ' heaps on buttersd slide,

bake in mods oven for l&mine
Cool and ice with chocolate
icing and top with walnut,



CONNIE'S LETTER

to
my son, Peter Baker
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MOTHER'S RECIPES

Standing at the Magistrate's bench,
Cossack,
when she opened the Museum there.
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THE SEARCH FOR TARABLE

In 1992 Margaret Wilson opened the William Shakespeare Museum at Cossack. The
following poem was a collaborative effort by Margaret, Judy Hall, Alan Wilson and Ron, Tom
and Sam Wilson. We had just eaten a wonderful meal of tarable (called mud crab by the
uninitiated) caught by Ron, Tom and Sam. And the words just flowed as we each contributed
the lines or reshaped others.

There were several highlights of this trip, but the shared meal and the sharing of the
experience of catching the food for the meal, followed by creating the poem was very special.
It's poor poetry, but we had a lot of fun.

And Margaret, our Mother and Grandmother, was the centre of this event - the link between
her parents and grandparents who had lived at Cossack, and two generations of her
descendants who were with her for the opening of the Museum. We stayed on for several
days at the Backpackers Hostel (previously the Police quarters) and were able to visit some
of the family 'sacred sites'.

Another highlight was the official opening of the Cossack Museum that was done impressively
by our Mother/Grandmother. On another day, with Margaret's help and an old photo, we
eventually located 'Dig Down', the place on the beach where mail was delivered by sailing
ship from Fremantle, and then mail collected to be transported back south.

Out went the hunters bold
Armed to the teeth with fencing wire.

Great grandson and great great grandsons
Set out in the footsteps of pioneers.

Young hunters treading in the path of their forebears.
'A tarable, a tarable', said they.

For some a mud crab would do, but these ferric-brained newcomers
Know nothing of the ways of old.

They trod the hard sands of Settlers Beach
As the tide was low, past the rocks of Dig Down.

Undaunted by inexperience and untested tools, they stalked forgotten prey.
The great tarable hunt was underway.

Between black rock and golden sand,
A shard of sunlight glints on a wicked claw.
'‘Governor, Governor, come you here,' called Minor Major.

One, nay two - lurking in the darkness.
Beady red eyes on stalks extended, confirmed their presence.



'Come, son. I'll show you how,’
Bravely spake the unblooded descendant of the hunter true.

The improvised weapon flashed forth and ensnared its awesome prey.
"Yes Dad - but it's too big for the bloody bag!" sayeth Minor Minor.

The father's success allows the discoverer to have his turn.
The youngster wields his bent lance to the farthest depth of the crevice.
The smaller adversary was by far the more difficult to ensnare.

Seated at the victors' feast the hunters share their prize.
Reawakened Cossack ghosts, stirred by the steaming, unmistakable aroma of
the tarable are well content with the re-awakening of this ritual.

Three generations saw Cossack established and flourish.
Now three return and rejoice in re-instating the forgotten man.

The quest for tarable binds the generations.

And Margaret is the link that has drawn them back.

Tom Wilson with one of the catch



HELEN MARGARET WILSON

Has lived seventy flve years

A war-time baby, cradled in white linens,

Never dreaming of the battles she herself would fight
Nor of the cruel ways in which a later war

Would rob her of those she held dear.

But battle scars have become badges of honour.
Through suffering has emerged a victorious spirit,
With shining wisdom and deep compassion
Forged in the living of life as presented.

Through an eventful three-score years and more,
Whatever the circumstances, there has been little time
For bewailing what might have been.

There has been so much to 'get on with'.

Years of selfless giving and spending of self
Have seen three children reach maturity
And return loving gratitude for the sacrifices
Made in countless ways.

These years have etched their marks on you
But have been powerless to mar or conceal
The inner beauty that comes from strength
And the unquenched spirit that conquers all.

Tragedy's brush has not diminished the loveliness
Nor the sheer delight in life and living

And the deep delicious sense of fun

That rises to the surface - again and again.

May you continue to fmd, ever renewed,

The wellspring of that- irrepressible zest for life
That colours your enjoyment of people

And marks your deep concern for their wellbeing.

Through all, the eternally youthful spirit remains,
Draining deeply of sorrows and bitter events,

But soldiering on to wipe away tears,

And claim the sweetness of love beyond measure.

July 1990
Elizabeth Tuttemann



HELEN MARGARET WILSON

wrote the following piece before presenting the Perth
Museum with articles owned by Sarah Theodosia Hall.

Today we parted. Not one last message. Nothing.

It would have been easier to bear if she had left me something, but it was not to be. She
was so beautiful, and I had grown to love her over the years. If it had not been for

ample storage space under my old home perhaps I would not have got to know her at
all.

My home housed all I will probably ever know of her. Such a strange little collection
will go to the Museum today: her miniature painted in oils on ivory, two letters, that
dear little cabin trunk lined with blue sprigged wallpaper for her gowns, the brass
hasped bonnet box, the great brass-bound sea chest, a piece cut from the hem of her
pale green gown just to show the hand embroidery, and her escritoire.

Not much else, but it has been enough to kindle a very real affection and a longing to
know more. I hope she was glad that today I cared enough to peer with a flashlight, to
tap and explore every tiny compartment of her writing desk. There was a very real
looking drawer complete with keyhole and key, but it was false and led nowhere

And so now I have to accept that there is no new written word. I did discover that the
brass fittings of the desk were all handmade and the craftsman who bound it in brass
and fashioned the key plates, was proud of his skill and left his initials on the back of
one. There were all those loops to secure her precious letters, a brass lidded
compartment for her quills, a box for sealing wax and her seal, and little splashes that
show which place housed the ink.

And now for the last time, I have polished the brass and oiled the gleaming wood with
its lovely rich glow. It is better that they go where unborn generations may go to see
them and I'd like to think that there will be one that cares as I care, who feels that her
coming to this distant, strange land was worthwhile - and that we love and appreciate
her for all she must have endured.

I'd like to think there was laughter too and I know for sure there was great affection, or
her husband could not have written as he did after she died in his arms on the
seventeenth day of February in 1858.

Grandmamma farewell.

H. Margaret Wilson



JOAN'S RECIPES




SOME OF JOAN'S WRITING

Perth lately? Really
looked, 1 mean—cleared
your eyes of the fam-
iliarity of it and appre-
ciated its beauty and its
rhyth_m and warmth? 3

It is five years since I
lived there, and in the
meantime I have sat on
the shining black beaches
of Tahiti eating crisp
green mangoes, stood in
awe before the treasures
in the Prado in Madrid,
seen spring come in the
west of Ireland, watched

HAVE you looked at

From JAY HALL in Antibes

the Thames in the twi-
light, wandered up the
Spanish Steps in Rome.
All this I have loved—
and I want to go home.
The Mediterranean is
just as blue as they say,
and in the south of
France the bathing is al-
most as good as in the
Basin at Rottnest, Look-
ing across the bay at
Palma de Majorca on a
still evening the scene is
comparable in beauty
with the view from
Kings Park on a serene

 summer night.

TO travel a little was a

dear wish fulfilled.
So many  prejudices
have evaporated in the
warmth of kindnesses
shown by  complete
strangers whose langu-
age I could not speak
adequately to express
my thanks, Hardly a ven-

~ture has proved unre-

warding, many have ex-
ceeded all hopes. §

I spent the other day at
St-Paul-de-Vence, an
was dazed with the
beauty of this old, old
town whose  ancient
walls literally grew out
of the top of the hill of
its site. But I don’'t want
to go back; I want to
take this memory with
me and keep it to sav-
our at home,

When I think of Perth
the immediate pictqae is
of the Terrace at dusk

with -the lights reflected
in a misty drizzle.

I don't know why, . for
I hate getting wet \n?hl]e
waiting for a bus at the
end of the day—but it
must be beautiful, for
thig picture has stayed
with me, and my heart
sings to think 1 shall be
there next year.

VEL is broadening
(I take a size larger
all round, which 1 hope
includes my mind) and I
am not asserting that
Australia is the most de-
sirable place to
though it well might be,
and In my small experi-
ence it is. -
This I can say only to
ople who know Austra-
ia, and I try never

ing so Australia-minded

that I cannot appreciate |

the wonderful placeg and
things to be seen and felt
elsewhere.

For, after all, how sick-

d ening it would be to show

someone the grandeur of
the big timber country in
the South-West, to be
told that the cork tree
plantations of Portugal
are more picturesque; or
how infuriating to point
to the sweeping, rolling
wheatlands, and hear
that  the ' Ridings ° of
Yorkshire are more ro-
mantic. .
Under duress at

wi I Wesl Quadade aer

=0

PHRENIC ODE TO EGGS OF QUAIL

live,

to

h i
fall into the trap of be. |u’1g mfleu

school

I mumbled Dorothea Me-

- Kellar's lines about lov-

ing a sunburnt country.
She explained reasonably
that while she appreciat-
ed what other lands had
to offer, her “love was

otherwise.” It has taken

a year or two, but I am

happy to Lflace my vote

with D. McKellar.

Have you really looked
at Perth lately—white
sails on the river, the
dazzle of the beaches, the
suburban gardens? Have
you thought of the flow-
ers in the hills in Octo-
ber? In fact, have you
thought how comforting
it is to ‘walk down  a
street and see someone
you know? - :
Perhaps I am riding for
a fall, but at this moment.
I do believe the nicest
t of travelling is go-

Eester fare this year is prosaic/exotic,

Its range gastronomic botanic/aquatiec,

But Quail Eggs ('til now academic rhetoriec)

Occasion this household a picnic historic;

We muse when to eat them, mood lyric-euphoric,

Reflect on results astronomic-calorie,

I3

Resolve for the future on tactic gymnastic

To edualize strain on concentric elastic.

Though the humour's diabolic and metre rheumatiec

(Due to bats in the epigrammatical attic),

Receive through your radar's electrical static

Cur thanks unpoetic but epic-ecstatic.

J.Sl



16 June 2006

Bloomsday
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